VI
The Second Sword
CLEAR spirits of the wavclcss sea have steeped the second in their light, a low blue flame, the halcyon's flight passing at sunset swift and free along the miles of tunny-floats when the soft swell in slumber rolls and sways the lanterns on their poles and idly rocks the drifting boats; when evening strews the rosy fleece and the low conches sound from far, a lonely bird whose sword of air is hiked with the evening star has slain upon the shrine of peace the daily slaving forms I wear*
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